94

Yonder Goddess ieared her cyebiow, shrine-ward turn not I my face;
Let me be, O zealot, vex not me, so thou do God revere.

All thy life-coin thou hast squandered one fair Idol's love to win;
O Fuzuli, woe is to thee, if this compt be called for e'er.

Ghazel. [196]

Cast the veil from thy moon-cheek, the morn doth ray;
Forth! for forth is come the sun to take survey.

Surely my heait-stiings suffice thee, knot thou these;
Only curl no more those jasmine-locks, I pray, 2

Roaming flushed, cast not thy glance on every side;
Ah! consign not all the world to waste dismay.

Toward thy lovers leave not thou to turn thine eyes;
Hold thee from the heart-con&uming wail away.

Every night I count the stars till morning break;
Thou, the night apait from whom's my Reckoning-Day.

Hell he ne'er shall sight who burns for thy disdain,
None to torment doomed may win to Heaven a way. 4

Earth's duresse hath  cast me from my feet adown;
Give me wine, cup-bearer, that doth dule allay.

Oh! have ruth upon those fallen for thy love;
Hast no meed a guerdon-gaining deed to' assay?

Should the loved one ask, cHow fareth it with thee,
lSick Fuziili?' what wouldst thou in answer say?

1  Here the mihrdb or piayer-niche (see vol. I, p. 224, n, i) is coupled with
the eyebrow, on account of its arched top.

2  That is, jasmine-scented locks.

3  The Reckoning-Day is properly the Day of Judgment; here Fuzulf boldly
calls  the night  spent  apart  from his beloved  his Reckoning-Day; literally,
because he  counts  the  stais all night (i, e. lies awake); and metaphorically,
on account of the torments he suffers.

4  And  Hell  itself would be  Heaven  compared  to the torment caused by
thy disdain.